


British Spy Duo

by BlackDragon2016



Category: Web Shows
Genre: Crime, Drama
Language: English
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-20 01:14:37
Updated: 2016-04-20 01:14:37
Packaged: 2016-04-27 13:49:09
Rating: T
Chapters: 1
Words: 2,993
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Dan and Phil are both work for the British Espionage Agency, or BEA. The only person you can talk to at the BEA is your partner - the one that has your back on missions, the only one you're allowed to trust for your safety as well as theirs. When Dan and Phil are finally deemed ready to be granted partners, they're less than happy to find out that they're each others. AU.





	British Spy Duo

**Chapter One: Not You**

**Phil's POV**

His voice played in my head over and over again. I don't think I could be more excited. The director thought I was ready! Finally, after five years of training I was allowed to have a partner. I smiled to myself as I walked down the corridor to where I was currently staying at. People passed by me, in the middle of their own conversations. I saw a pair of people walk by, their heads bent together in secretive communication. Usually I would feel a little jealous at this, but tomorrow it was going to change. I was going to have a partner too.

I turned left at a branch in the hallway. I wonder what they'll look like. Not that it mattered, of course, but it was fun to speculate. Girl or boy? To be honest I don't care either way. They don't tell us who they are pairing us with until the day of, so I have no idea if it's someone I already know.

The rules set in place only allow you to get close with your partner, for safety reasons. That doesn't mean you can't talk to anyone else, though. Its just the only person that should get to know you on a personal side is your partner and that's it. So it's been pretty tough not being able to make any real friends here. My smile grew wider. But that was all about to change. I would finally have someone to watch my back on missions. Someone to confide in. A real friend for the first time in five years and I was determined to make the most of it.

I stopped once I got to the doors leading to the dormitory and swiped my key card through the slot. The doors opened automatically and I stepped in. This part of the underground was huge. It was a giant dome like structure, and I've overheard that the ceiling was over forty feet tall. People around my age milled about, holding manila envelopes that probably contained information on their next assignment, talked with others, and sat down on the modern, silver leather couches in the center.

The floor was a polished light brown stone that reflected the light from the huge lights above. The walls were white with tablets and television screens built into it for easy access to information. As of right now a couple people were using them and looked concentrated as they scrolled through text and maps.

I walked past all of this and continued straight, where there was another hallway leading to where the rooms were located. This part of the underground was built was for young adults from around seventeen to twenty five, those who are apart of or just got done with the intense new training program meant to teach younger people. The new program was a government thing. I guess they thought maybe young adults were the 'future' of the agency or something like that.

I got to my room and scanned my palm on the hand sensor on my door. I could see the green light as it traveled up and down then beeped, signaling that it was okay to enter. I opened the door and was greeted with the bright colors of my room, which I had to make sure was fully decorated, and closed it behind me. I wouldn't be staying here much longer though, since I had completed the training a couple weeks ago I was expected to move out soon and find my own place.

There were only three rooms: the kitchen/ living room, the bathroom, and the bedroom which came with a bunk bed in case partners needed to share. But it was cozy for me, being as it was the only place I had lived in since I was sixteen. I had been an exception for the age limit allowed here.

The first room was the living room and I sat down on the soft couch with a content sigh. I could hardly contain myself. I mean, seriously! The moment I've been waiting for five years for is tomorrow!

Little did I know then that it didn't go at all as expected.

* * *

><p>"Are you excited, Agent 56?" I nodded enthusiastically. The leader of this department, Mr. Finilo, not that I know if that's his real name or not, was leading me to a room where my soon – to – be partner was at. He was a short man, probably around 5 ft 10 inches so I towered over him. He had short black hair and glasses. Not at all what you'd expect a person who is literally in charge of the teaching and oversees partner match ups to look like. The perfect disguise is a forgettable face, and he is exactly that.<p>

We arrived at his office door. While he scanned his palm my heart started beating furiously. Would they be nice? Funny? Crazy? I smiled excitedly. The head of the department opened the door.

Then I saw who was sitting on a chair inside his office. My smile instantly dropped from my face. Not him.

He noticed me too and he jumped out of his chair. "Finilo anyone but him! I'll take anyone," he pleaded instantly, shooting me a glare. I glared back at him. This was not going the way I thought it would.

"Now, now, settle down." stated calmly, walking past me and my supposed 'partner' and sat at his desk. "Please Agent 56, close the door." I did what he asked and shut it. It made a click sound then everything was quiet for a moment. I could feel the scorching look on my back and when I turned around to take a seat, our gazes meet and an entire conversation seemed to pass through us.

'Wtf are you doing here?' His eyes seemed to say while I shot back 'I could say the same.'

"Now I'm going to give you the introduction I give every new partnership. Congratulations on being deemed ready. This is your new partner, both of you. Although it seems you already know each other this is Agent 800," the commander said, pointing to the brown haired boy who seemed to have scooted his chair farther away from me. I already knew Agent 800 from a past experience and it wasn't a good one. "And this is Agent 56," he said pointing to me. I tried to beg with him through my eyes but he ignored me. "You two will now be expected to get along well enough to do missions. You need to have each others backs. Most duos become friends, but if for some reason you are unsatisfied-"

"I'm unsatisfied!" The boy interjected. Make that two of us.

"Then after three weeks you can apply for a new one. Until then you can only confide things in each other, not in me or anyone else at this facility or in general. This is of course to keep things confidential in case someone is captured by an enemy force." He continued on as if no one has interrupted. He noticed the glares we were sending each other. "And until you apply for a new partnership I expect both of you to be adults about this one. There seems to be some sort of rivalry between you two, and you need to work it out."

I nodded slowly. As much as I hated how this was turning out, I wasn't going to complain directly to the head of the department. He waved us away, our cue to leave. I got up first and opened the door, exiting the office into the hallway.

The boy followed out after and softly shut the door before he whirled around to face me. "Did you somehow set this up?" He hissed through clenched teeth.

"No! Why would I?" I retorted, remembering to keep my voice down. Like I would want to be near him.

He glared daggers at me. "Fine," he practically spat at me. "I guess we'll have to work together then. But this time you'd better not get in my way."

My eyes widened in outrage. "You were the one that caused that whole scene, not me! S-so maybe you should shut up!"

He said nothing, but instead turned stiffly away and walked in the same direction I needed to go in. I growled to myself at the inconvenience of it all and started following. He heard my footsteps, as this hall was empty, and turned his head to look back at me while still moving. "Why are you following me?" he demanded angrily.

I stared straight ahead. "My room is this way," I stated emotionlessly. He harrumphed in response and turned back around. It continued in a heavy silence as Agent 800 turned first one way, then another with me following right behind him. Where was him room at? Please tell me it wasn't near mine.

The universe was obviously against me as he turned onto my hallway. Please don't be next to mine, please, please, please…

He stopped at literally the door before my rooms. He saw me out of the corner of his eye and turned to look at me as I was scanning my palm on the hand sensor to my door. "You've got to be kidding me!" he all but yelled out in frustration.

I said nothing but pressed my lips into a tight line. He must have just moved in next door. What a coincidence. I finally got relief when I entered and shut the door behind me. I leaned back against it. Why out of all people did I get assigned Agent 800? They knew from the records what had happened, so why did they pair us up again? Was this some sort of test?

If this was then I wasn't going to fail it. I won't let him ruin any missions we're assigned to this time.

Ugh. He looked just like he did two years ago, with dark brown hair styled into a fringe annoyingly like my own, tanned skin, brown eyes, and over six foot. I remembered the first time I saw him he was a couple inches shorter than me, but now looked almost my height.

I can only hope his personality has changed too, otherwise we're destined to kill each other before we even get our first assignment.

* * *

><p><strong>2 days later<strong>

"This will be like a trust exercise," the woman dressed in a blue suit explained.

"A trust exercise? More like a death wish," Agent 800 complained under his breath. I couldn't help but agree silently with him.

The woman laughed. "Nonsense. No one has died from this yet. Although you two could be the first."

I gulped nervously. She was kidding, right?

"I'll go over it again. Agent 56, you will be the one shooting the target above Agent 800 ' s head. This will Institute trust between partners so you can learn to rely each other. I would suggest not missing. No, there aren't actual bullets in the handguns, only paintballs. Then you two will switch. It's very simple." The woman explained. I sighed in relief at the mention of the non lethal ammunition.

"What happens if we miss?" 800 asked with a slight grin on his face. I narrowed my eyes at him. He better not be planning to shoot me.

The woman looked sternly at us. "There's no way you can. You'll only be standing twenty five yards away from each other. I'm sure you've done this a thousand times in training." I nodded. She was right to say there was no way we could accidentally miss. This should be a breeze, but why was my heart pounding so fast? He wouldn't really hurt me, would he?

"Go ahead and enter." She ordered. 800 filed into the indoor shooting range first and I stayed put, grabbing a paintball gun off the table. As of right now we were the only three in here and it was strangely silent to how it usually is. "Here's the target," She added, picking out a red apple and tossing it to him.

"An apple?" He asked incredulously. I had to stifle a laugh at his expression. "I don't even know how the heck I'm gonna get this to stay on my head."

The woman cracked a smile. "It's not as hard as it looks."

It took him a few tries, but 800 eventually balanced a very wobbly fruit on his head. This time I couldn't cover up my laugh at his super concentrated expression. He shot me a look, but the corners of his mouth twitched.

I aimed the gun at the apple and shot. The color splattered all over his hair and the fruit flew off.

"Hey!" he huffed, swiping the top of his head. "You never said anything about it messing up my hair!"

I smiled. "What did you think was gonna happen?"

"I don't know, I've never used a paintball gun before."

"Really?" I asked skeptically. He seems like the type of person who would love to play it.

"Yeah," he muttered. "So what? Back off." And my frown was back. I hadn't meant to anger him, just trying to have a friendly conversation for once. "It's your turn anyways."

I switched places with him, and the woman threw me an apple, which I dropped. I picked it up hastily, hearing the brown haired boy's snicker and blushing embarrassedly. I did manage to balance faster than he did though.

800 picked up the paintball gun. Suddenly I got all nervous. Surely after how I didn't shoot him he wouldn't shoot me? He aimed it. I could see one brown eye close and the other narrow in concentration. I gulped.

Bang. Pain blossomed in my left leg and I yelped loudly. "OUCH!" I leaped back with my leg in the air, causing the fruit to fall the floor and join the other one. It stung ferociously, like how I would imagine thirty bees stinging at the same time to feel.

"My finger slipped!" Agent 800 cried out. I looked up to see his eyes widened with what I'm sure was fake surprise and worry.

"What the heck!" I yelled back angrily. Seriously?! We were supposed to be partners for crying out loud, not each others punching bags. My leg throbbed and I'm pretty sure it was going to leave a large welt.

I saw the lady confront my 'partner' with an annoyed expression. Ha, he's gonna get it now. But to my surprise, after some crazy hand motions from the brunette she nodded curtly and stood back again.

"Agent 800 is going to give it another try," She stated. Wait, what? He gets another chance to shoot me?

"But, miss…"

"He assured me it was an accident so he gets one more go at this. Pick up the fruit and put it back on your head." I glared at him, then bent down to pick up the apple and once more balanced it.

He aimed and shot again. I flinched once I heard the noise of it going off, but thankfully he hit the target and paint splattered all over my black hair. I let out a breath I didn't know I had been holding in relief.

* * *

><p><strong>1 week later<strong>

"This will be your first assignment. All you have to do is listen in on their conversation. That's it."

"Isn't that a little bland?" 800 asked with one eyebrow raised confidently. Careful, if you raise it any higher it might grow wings and fly off.

And besides, I'm pretty sure that we really didn't need a complicated one seeing as we couldn't trust each other enough to keep our backs turned. I had been keeping a close eye on him ever since he had shot me. My leg was still sore if I put any pressure on the spot. It had turned green and purple the first day but had eventually faded into black after a week.

"All new duos get an easy one their first time together." The uniformed important – looking man replied. Well, technically this would be our second time working together on a mission. And the last time it almost got both of us kicked out of the British Espionage Agency. "So find a way to sneak into that warehouse and record the conversation on this audio recorder." He held up a small device that looked exactly like a ring. "This is new technology that recently came out too. So you can wear it while recording."

"Because you gotta look fashionable on the job," my partner added.

"And here is the folder containing the specifics." He slid the manila envelope towards us on the desk and I picked it up, quickly opening it and then shutting it. Just making sure the papers are in there.

"Good luck to you both. Oh, and here is the ring," the official handed that to other boy and we left his office.

"Well," I said turning to him. "We need to work together on this. I don't want a failed mission to go in my record."

He nodded. "Yeah, same. Just make sure you don't get in my way, then, and we'll be fine."

* * *

><p><strong>This is one out of two new stories I'm working on. The other one is going to be called Stage Fright, and that's the follow up story to Bad Timing. Hope you all enjoy this, and let me know how I'm doing!<strong>


End file.
